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"But I am tired," Narwitz added. "I shall be able to
speak little more with you."
It was the last of his conversations with Lewis on the
subject which had interwoven their lives. Henceforward,
though Lewis visited him often, Narwitz spoke little,
having fallen back into himself. His nurse and doctor had
become hands and voices. The Baron he could still wel-
come, for the old man would talk to him of sport and the
affairs of Enkendaal as if the blaze in Europe were of little
account in the van Leyden generations; but the others—
Allard; his wife, Marietje; Goof; the Baroness herself—
were of a hopeful, persistent and ardent neutrality that was
for him the clink of words. The war, they assured him,
had not been fought in vain, for there would be no more
wars; Germany, reconstituted, would enter swiftly into the
brotherhood of nations; the years to come would be years
of healing and peace. They added with the air of school-
masters that the world had learnt its lesson.
Among them Sophie was an exception. She was without
complacency and did not speak of war. Standing at the
window, with her face turned away from him, she would
talk of trivialities, twisting her hands; then go abruptly,
always without having said what she had come to say. But
at last, unable to abandon the task she had undertaken,
though suffering agony in the discharge of it, she did not
go, and he became aware of her voice at his pillow, her
agitated, frightened desperate voice, and of the sound of
her breath. She was pouring out her secret—that Julie had
betrayed him, that sne could prove it—could prove it; that
she had known for months; that Ella had known. "They
have all lied to you!" she cried. "All! Lewis as well." There
was something pitiable in her agitation; she seemed to be
confessing a sin of her own that had sickened her con-
science and corroded her mind; and when Narwitz, having
brushed her tale aside as a thing not to be believed, laid
his hand upon hers as though she were a frightened
child, he knew that she was glad of his disbelief. But she
snatched her hand away and fell into reiterated accusations,

